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THIS DAY was I4th March. In the noble mansion which
had once belonged to the great general Pompeius, the
consul Marcus Antonius reclined, trying to think while his
wife and his two brothers drank and argued beside him.
"Didn't I tell you I wouldn't drink?" he said, thrusting
away a cup of wine.

"Hark to him," jeered Gaius. He had something of his
brother's florid handsomeness, but in a sleeker, diminutive
way. There was always a sly smile about his mouth, whereas
Marcus, with his broad face, large low brow, aquiline nose,
thin underlip, and fair tousled hair, seemed entirely frank
and easy-tempered. Lucius, the third brother, was more
gaunt; his hair was darker and his face more furrowed;
across his left cheek and jaw ran the scar of an ugly wound.

Getting no reply, Gaius tossed off the cup that he had been
offering. "Poor Marcus can't milk the udders of the vine
today. He wants goat's milk to give his voice a good bleat.
For he's got to talk to the nasty Senate tomorrow and put
wicked little Dolabella in his place."

Marcus looked up for a moment as if he meant to hit Gaius,
then he roared with laughter and lay back holding on to his
ribs. The room echoed with the hearty sound. "You're
right," he said, recovering. "I'm scared I'll spew all over
them. Do you remember that actor's wedding-party? I
drank so much that I spewed in the tribunal next morning.
Hercules! give me a drink. It makes me sweat to think of it,
and yet my enemies say I didn't blush. But the lictor pre-
served order in the court. What a great man."

His brow wrinkled with the effort of thought and he pushed
back his curly hair. He was determined to stop Dolabella
from being appointed consul-elect to act as his colleague while
Caesar was away. Let Caesar say what he liked. Dolabella
was a waster; he had seduced Antonia, the cousin-wife whom
Marcus had divorced to marry Fulvia.

Fulvia now leaned forward from the corner where she had
been quietly sitting. "You hate that young loon Dolabella
so much," she said, "that it looks to me as if you still regretted
losing Antonia." She was a slight woman, with sallow face
delicately modelled except for a heavy chin* Her deep-set
eyes glinted savagely as she spoke, and she sat sagging